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Flartnce You are mueb miataken my dear that ii the lady you en- 
luire for Prajr i I doTD don I be alarmed 

.sj... Act 3, Scene 3. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



The story of the following Drama is to be found in a 
German Novel, called '* The Patrician/" It was dramatized 
by a French Autlior. The present play is partly indebted in 
its early scenes, to the latter. The whole of the last act 
is original ; the denouement^ both in the Novel and the 
French Drama, haviil|^ been thought too outre and repulsive 
for the English stage. 

HsNaiBTTB The Forsaken, was received with great favour 
at the Adelphi Theatre, mainly owing to the excellent 
manner in which it was acted, and to the perfection and 
splendour of its appointments— a valuable assistance that 
the Dramatist is certain of re«eiring at that well-managed 
theatre. 



TO MRS. nTZWILLIAM. 

My Dear Mrs. Fitz., 

In dedicating << Henriettb the Forsaken** to you, it is 
with sincere pleasure that I take the opportunity of expressing, 
not only my high admiration of your professional talents, but 
the very great respect that 1 bear you, in all the relations of 
social and domestic life. The times are somewhat changed 
with us *^ since we were first acquent ;** you were then Fanny 
Copeland, the delight of all London in the drama of ** The 
Heart of Mid Lothian,** and I was preparing for a profession 
very opposite to a dramatic one. ** There are some things, 
Jeannie, ane can ne*er forget ;'* these I well recollect were some 
simple and plaintive words uttered by you in that drama : and 
truly one of those things that I, and many more, must long re* 
member, in your delightful acting of Madge Wildfire, acting 
which for sweetness, pathos, and power, has seldom been equal- 
led. I find either through circumstances, or a liking for it, that 
I have written more for you than for any other of my col- 
leagues ; whether this may be the result of accident or other- 
wise I know not ; all that I do know, is, that in writing for you 
it has ever been with great pleasure to myself, as I well knew 
that my humble efforts could never lose, but would always gain 
a value at your hands : and whether I refer to your versatility in 
'' Curiosity Cured,*' (one of my earliest attempts) to BdUt 
in The Wreck Ashore^ Elise in Victorinb, to the babbling 
washerwoman in Mischief Making, to your archness and drol- 
lery in Master Paul the Pet, to your truth and pathos in 
Rose'in this drama; or to some dozen of other characters that 
I cannot enumerate, they can only be remembered but as sp 
many pleasurable testimonies of your varied talents. Hoping 
that you may long experience the love and respect, that many 
I know of, beside myself, have for you, believe me. 

My dear Mrs. Fitz., 

Ever sincerely yours, 

John Baldwin Buc&8Ton£. 
Wttlcot Place, June 1st, 1834. 



DESCRIPTION OF THE COSTUME. 



Ferdinand De MonvaL — First Act : green shooting jacket and 
trowsers. — Second Act : ball dress — light pantaloons. — ^Third Act : 
black knee breeches, black silk stockings, &c.-^his appearance altered 
by mustachios, &c. 

Pirouette, — Snuff-coloured frock, buff waistcoat buttoned to the 
throat, very tight white trowsers, strapped under the shoe. 

Beauviliiers, — A Captain's uniform ball dress. 

Varincourt. — First Act : coat, waistcoat, and trowsers. — ^Third Act : 
a ball dress. 

Si, Albin^ and all the Gentlemen. — Do. do. do. 

Phillipe, — A drab smock frock, trimmed with red binding, a belt 
round the waist, breeches and long gaiters — a French fbraging-cap, 
bald head, mustachios, a cross of the Legion of Honour on his breast. 

Pierre. — First Act: purple coat, with short tails — ^yellow waist- 
coat, red breeches, white stockings, and straw hat — ^Third Act : blue 
smock firock, belt round the waist, foraging-cap, gaiters, &c. 

Deroux. — Green shooting jacket — breeches and gaiters. 

Joseph. — 01d-&shioned livery. 

Comptois. — ^A livery. 

The Waiters. — Jackets, with long white aprons. 

The Chasseurs. — Green jackets, drab trowsers, shooting-belts, 
foraging-caps, &c. 

The Peasants chiefly dressed like Pierre. 

Marchiondss De MonvaL — Silk pelisse, turban, &c. 

Hie Countess. — First Act: a carriage dress — Second Act: white 
satin ball dress. 

Henriette. — First Act : white frock, apron, &c. — Second Act : white 
dress only — Third Act : splendid ball dress. 

Rose. — First Act : Coloured dress, apron, &c. — ^Third Act : jacket, 
French apron, and toque. « 

Louise. — ^White dress, French apron, cap, &c. 

All the ladies in the /ast Act in haU dresses. 



CHARACTERS REPRESENTED 



IN THE 



FIRST AND SECOND ACTS. 



Ferdinand De MonvaL . . Mr. Yates. 

St. AUnn Mr. Franks. 

Chevalier Pirouette . . . Mr. John Reeve. 
Pkillipe^ De Monv<d*s Gamekeeper 'His, O. Smith. 

Deroux ..... Mr. S. Smith. 

Pierre Gfigot .... Mr. Buckstone. 

Joseph . . . . : Mr. Bayne. 

Felix Mr. Mordaunt. 

A Sportsman y Chasseurs^ Pea- 
sants^ Servants^ Guests at 
» the weddings ^c, ^c. 

Marchioness De MantHd 
Henriette .... 

Rose ..... 

Tlie Countess .... 



Miss Daly. 

Mrs. Yates. 

Mrs. FiTZWILLIAM. 

Miss Alleyne. 




^2, ^^^^^^ 



HENRIETTE THE FORSAKEN 



ACT I.— SCENE I. 

A Park. 

A (fate at the back^openinfr an the fores t, — The coUage of the 
gamekeeper on the l. h., on the r. h. an arbour overshadowed 
by trees. When the curtain rises, distant horns are heard, 
and a party of Chasseurs appear. ' 

CHOHUS OF CHASSSUaS. 

Come, brothers come, 'tis a rosy mom, 

Hark to the sound of the stirring horn. 

Listen ! listen ! 

The hounds are out, you may know by their bay 

That a stag in the forest will die to-day. 

List to the bugle ( 

What shall we do ? 

Why answer its call, with a loud halloo 1 

Halloo! halloo! 

(The^ Chasseurs go gf i.. h. — 'Hv.SRiRTTn opens a lamur 

window (if the pam flk^'fiper*** nnttn^e, and look^ out nnatinual^,} 

Hen, They are gone; no one is now here. — Stay, I think 
I hear footeteps V- ^Qistens} — no ; all is quiet. — fShe closes 
the wintiow " ^ Music--^The door of the cottage opens , and 
the Mabqum cg<rftQtlg/v appears : Heneiettb follows ; he prases 
her hand tohia lips ; the y speak through the musie,) 

De Mon\ Adieu,, dearest ! you will 'soon see me again. 

Hen. Be feaution8.«- ^SAa closes the door, Db Mowal goes 
olFaJt the back.) . 



10 Henriette the forsaken. 

B08E is heard singing wUkouU She enters carrying a can of milk 

and a basket of eggs, l. h. u. e. 

Rose, Plague take those hunting fellows, they think a 
pretty giri'i lips wera made for no other parpoto^ IKlLti kissing. 
I met a party of them just now, and if I had not behaved 
with great resolution, all the eggs I have got for breakfast 
would have been broken ; they have lost me a pint of milk as 
it is, pulling one iBLbout go.**- ri0at/tw^>^Henriette ! — Henri- 
ette ! are you up yet ? — 

Hen, Yes, Rose. 

Henbisttb erUers from the cottage. 

Rose, What a little lazy slut you are ; just awake I «aii see 
by your eyes — if you were not ashamed you'd give a good 
giaipe ; I have been up these two hours getting milk and eggs 
for the great folks Wht> jat^ coining here to breakfast this 
morning. 

Hen. I have beeil learnings the part that t am going to play 
in the Comedy at the Chateau ; will you hear me repeat it ? 

Rose. It*s of no use ; I always laugh so, when you say it to 
me, that I can never tell whether you are right oir wrong. 

Hen. I shall do my best to eclipse the C<yu'ntesS. 

Rose. Does she play a part, too ? 

Hen. Yes. 

Ri^se^ Th^tt Fm sur(e yon^ll e^tingni^h her. Rt)W pleased t 
shall b«) #heil \m^ yoti )appear in yonr feathtftrs — ^you^ll wear 
fejithen, I suppose? Lai if I were to wcsar feathers, I should not 
be able to «^eak for looking up et tliefn ; 1- should h^ nodding 
at them, and they'd b^ nodding at t&e so, that I sh^Otild quite 
fojTgjst all I had to say. I'm Sai« every bbdy will bfe delighted 
with you, for since yo«i bavd been so mui^h at the dltttean, 
you h»ra got so grand in yomr mlilmem) and so lady^like in 
your talk. You i^ted otoe t6 ran about t^e hotiSe in this 
way-— yVtcns round the stage) — and cry, << Rose^ yVU IHlleJaliay 
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what are you doibg jio%f? Tli tell your fatlvdr of yoiu** Bat 
now you i^tide up to me in si very dignififed etyle, and say, 
** Roee^ my dear ibfief, if you repeat that offence^ I shall ttr- 
taicily acquaiai your Papak*'H^Ha! kal hal 

ffen. You little madcap, Til bei^ 3ronr ears; btft iieten to 
me — I'm not going to wear feathers, because I have to play the 
part of a poot girl who is betroth^ to a Marqtiis. Is not that 
delightful ? should you like to be betrothed to a Marqnis» 
Rose? 

Rose, t shouldn*t mind it in a comedy, but in real earnest 
I'd sooner marry Pierre, the little gardener at the Chateau ; he 
has certainly a very little money, and a very little garden, 
and ah uncommon little cottage, but then he loves me not a 
little. 

Hen, He is so simple in his manners— 
Rose, But his heart is good — 
Hen, Besides, he's a pea&ant. 

Rose. Henriette ! Henriette ! what are we ? the children of 
a gamekeeper, and the servant of the Marquis de Monval. 

/Ten. A servant! a soldier^ Rose, and one who has gained 
the cross of honour. The old Marquis used to call our father 
his best friend ; when dying he sent for him,- and consigned 
his son to our father's care, who promised solemnly to watch 
over him. 

Rose, la i|>ite of all that, as our poor mother used to say, 
little people should not be too intimate with great people, 
for your earthen jug will surely get craoLed, when Jen ocked too 
often against an iron oae ; and if she were living, I think she 
would not like your playing in « comedy at the Chateau at 
all. 

Hen, But Ferdinand's mother, the MarchionesShhaaf^lJlfr 
heart upon it. 

Rose, Tk^n I suppose she must not bedisapppixitody jTojT iM>0 
poor lady is in a very feeble state, and we muat dft ,«U lit Ma 

b2 
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to amuse hery^^CdUtant music heard) — All ! who comes here ? — 
'Tis Pierre, I declare, with all the villagers. Ah I I recollect 
now ; you know 'tis a holiday to-day, and he told me last night 
that he and his acquaintances intended to call upon you early 
this morning with some charming new presents. Here they 
come. 

Pi*>rre, fwUhout.J — Come along, boys and girls ; come 
along.— (Music.) 

Enter Pierre Gigot, followed by a crowd of villagers ; — 
Pierre with a large nosegay in his hand ; one of the pea- 
sants with a basket containing presents of scissors y smelling^ 
bottles, pincushions, 8fc., 8fc. 

CHORUS AND DANCE OF VILLAGERS. 

Brightly, brightly dawns the day, 
A fair and cheerful warning. 
That joy will all our toils repay. 
Throughout this happy morning. 

Rose. Sweetly, gaily, smiles our Queen — (pointing to Henri ette) 

Wreathe her brow with roses-— 
Pierre. -Here^s- a Rose that to be seen 

Equal charms discloseBr—(^o Rosr.) 
Chortu. Brightly, &c., &c., &c. 

Pierre. Here we all are. Good morning. Rose, how dy'e do ? 
—must speak to one*s own true love first — now for politeness ; 
Miss Henriette, good morning to you ; I and my friends intend 
appointing you queen of the festival to-day, so we have all 
brought you some little presents ; first allow me to give mine ; 
as I'm a gardener, I thought a thumping nosegay would be the 
most appropriate and acceptable— there it is. 

Rose. What a handsome one ! have you nothing for me, 
Mr. Gigot? 

Pierre, A kiss under the cherry tree presently— <asirf«.J — 
■ Thi^re, MWs Henriette, this nosegay is your portrait. 
'' Kose, Heir portrait ! 
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Hen, My portrait ! 

Pierre, Yes, there are violets for your eyes, roses and lilies 
for your cheeks, brown berries for your hair, and honey«suckles 
for your lips. 

Hen. Very elegant, indeed. 

Pierre, Now take all in this little basket.--^toA:tn^ a basket 

from a villager, J — Jeannette gives you a smelling-bottle, 

Clementine a thimble, Antoine a comb, Paul a pincushion, Zo^ 

a fan, and Tony the blacksmith a horse-shoe, for good luck ; 

now I think you are set up. 

Hen. You are very kind — what can I do with, all these ? — 
{aside,J 

Pierre, fTo How.J— What's the matter with Henriette ? she 
seems dull. 

Rose. Nonsense— people are dull sometimes ; its fashionable. 

Pierre. Look, look, who comes here ? 

£71/^ Joseph and two servants from the back^ carrying a large 

. basket, 

Jos, My lady, the Marchioness, has sent some dresses for 
Miss Henriette. 

Hen, (Throwing aunty the basket onc^ytouyers.^)-— Indeed ! 

Pierre, Well I*m sure ; my fine speech and nosegay have 
met with nice treatment — (picking up basket, 8fc,J — ^here are 
all our valuable presents thrown about as if they cost nothing. 

Rose. Give them to me, Pierre, 1*11 take care of them for 
her. — (Pierre gives the basket of presents to Rose.) 

Hen. (taking a dress out of the Utrge basket. J'^Kow hedMii- 
ful to be sure ! look. Rose, look ! 

Rose. (Throwing her basket at Pierre's legs^^-^Veiiry band- 
some, indeed ; and — ^what a pretty handkerchief! oh, my gra- 
cious I 

Pierre. Well, I'm sure, our presents have met with very 
pretty treatment; 1*11 have nothing more to do with them. 
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Hen. Oh ! here's my father ; dear father. 

Enter Phillipb from the Cottage. 

Phil, Ah, my friends, good morning to you. 

All. Grood morning, Phillipe-^good morning. 

Hen. Look,, father ! look ^t what the good Marchioness 
has sent me ! 

Phil. What has a pooi^irl» like you, to do with allthii 
finery? — Bah! 

Pierre. Just my sentiments. 

Rose. Be quiet, sir* 

Hen. They are for me to wear in the comedy. 

PhU, CQm«4yi eh l-^So, the Marchioness intends having a 
comedy; these rich people seem to give themselres great 
trouble to obtain a little amusement. But, what the devil ! — 
here are half a dozen dresses i they are not going to .muffle 
you up in all these ? 

Pierre. Phillipe, a word with you ; take the advice of a 
young gentleman who understands all this world's wickedness. 
DonH let her go to make a ninny of herself at the Chateau ; 
it gives people opportunities for chattering. 

PhiL Ah !<— *wliat do you mean ? what d'ye mean. Sirrah ? 
Does any one dare to whisper a word of slander against my 
child; if so, tell me who the villain is, and Til strike him to 
the earth. What d'ye mean ?— do you— -do you chatter ? — 
(Seizing PiEiiftB.) 
Pierre. No-— no. 
Rote. Oh dear ! what's the matter ? 

Pierre. Let me explain I let me explain ! 

Phil. Well then, explain— stand back all of you— explain. 
Sir— quickly, quickly. 

Pierre. Why, the fact is, that you're a very good old gen- 
tleman, and your daughters both charming girls, and there's 
not a respectable person in the village, myself included, but 



vQuld wilUogly ijcmnir oitlit^ of ik^m ; ^Rd 19. jron aris tp kiind-* 
some ^uul tA^ aire i» gpx^t bq^ g^m^ : you «if« 9^ good* and 
the7 ar^ 49 b9iw3Upivfi» «r«) dQ na^wi^li Iq »qq tJh^m ruB Uto 
tawiKatiQifc'^fpr tomp^tioA te^^ tp inqUi^^a-^ineUiiaUoo 

leads to provocation — and provocation l9%^ tO "" *■ 

Hbxriettb stand on «ac4 <«4^ qf 4#ill*Jh^Y<IQ i^te both good 
^irl«K-«yo«,iO¥9]F91ir r9U^I^ Qld^t)i9ir; k9 lQf^93r^DLdQafly, and 
you knpw it He Hvfulwt ^ s^ y^w b^ppy end virlnoys— — ^ 
Yon tr«»blei Ifami^ttff««t»- , 

^^ NPi fatter, |»Q, 

Phil. Aye, if s the way of the ladies at the ChatMtt* I sup- 
pose ; yQu }^Y9 Uanififd their Utile aflSeclaUpns, I qee. 
Pt«rf«* D(M»H gp tji^r^ any ?aQi»» 

PAtV. Silence, sir ; I hpi^ tl^t I cm tnist my girls any- 
where—so no more of that. 

Pwr0, I but spok^ a& a ftriand-r»w a faApv. 

PAt/. As a father ! time enough yf t fqr yqu ^ sp^k as a 
father; take the basket in, girlf. VT^ fifcaU QKpeQt ypu here 
this evening, for a dance on the.grff^, frifindf* 

AH. Aye — aye, we'll i)Qt f6|g#t.-»-^MviW.-'"^w»< ^ ^A« 
Villagers assist Henriettb and Ross tWo (Ae cottage^ with 
the basket^ the rest go off alt the hack,) 

Phil, Give me your hand, Pierre ; I think you are a good 
lad. 

Pierre. There,— -(Pierre gives hi» hand to Phillipe, who 
grips it lustily) — tell me, Phillipe, is it true what is said, 
that the old Marquis saved yPur life ? 

PhU. He did, and I don't care who knows it : I was sentenced, 
for an act of disobedience, to be sho t 

Pierre. What ! shot dead ? 

Phil. Dead! but the good old Marquis, blessings on his 
memory, was then my oolonel ; he pleaded for me, used all 
0ieatta to save me, and soeceeded : when he was dying, he sent 
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for me, and obtained mj promise that I would watch over his 
boy, his Ferdinand ; I have done so for fifteen years, and now 
if my life tovAd at any time preserve his— -I wonld lay it down 
as willingly as I lay my hand upon your shoulder.— (Oun^rerf.) 

Pierre. What's that ? 

PhU. (Looking ouij — It^s Monsieur Deroux and his friends, 
shootings in the Marquises wood again. 

^ Pierre, What an obstintikte fellow he is. Do you know, Phil- 
Hpe, he oncie claimed the wood, and went to law about it, and 
though he lost the cause he still shoots there, as though it 
were his own, and takes every opportunity of insulting Mr. 
Ferdinand. 

PhiL Hollo ! Here, you fellow. — {Enter a Sporisnian at the 
back.) — Tell your master, Mr. Deroux, to discontinue h^s tres- 
passes here, or let him beware of me. 

Sports, Very well. 

Pierre, And hark*ye, tell him from me, that if he runs after 
the girls so much, I'll — 1*11— 

Sports, Well, what will you do ? 

Pierre, Talk to his mother. 

Sports, Ha! Ha! Ha! two fools. [Exit, 

Enter Rose and a Villager from cottage with taUe-cloth, break- 
fast service, 8^c. 

Rose, The Marchioness is coming, we must get her breakfast 
ready. Pierre, you lazy fellow, help me, will you ? there, 
lay the cloth, and don't be so clumsy — do you call that laying 
a cloth — go away, you only hinder me.— (Rose, Pierre and 
Villager set out the brecJfast,) 

Phil, Here they are. 

Pirouette. {Heard without.) — This way, my lady, this way — 
take care how you step. 

Music— ^Irt^^ Chevalier Pirouette, leading in the Mar- 
chioness DE MoNVAL, St. Albin, with the Countess, Joseph 
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end ServafUSy following with wine, 8fc. — Ross and Pierre 
receive them respectfully, 

March. This is charming, my friends ; the fresh air of the 
morning quite reviyes me. — {The Marchionesb sits in the 
arbour, St. Albin hands the Countess to a chair.) 

Piro. Ah I Grood morning, my friends, good morning— 
{he bowSy Pierre returns it.) — Psha ! is that the way you 
bow ? come here. — (Rose occasionally attends the party during 
the scene— Phillipe goes off at back*) 

Piro. These country people, my lady, are all very pleasant 
and unsophisticated, but their bow is odious ; look at me, you 
swain — you rustic in scarlet smalls ; approach, let me see you 
make an obeisance. — (Pierre bows.) — D'ye see, my lady, d'ye 
see how he elevates his shoulders, and ducks his head, like 
a goose diving for flounders ? look at me, sir ; you should put 
your left leg out, thus— draw it behind your right, thus — 
and let your head droop condescendingly, thus ; there, that is 
your orthodox opera bow. Go, most simple youth, and prac- 
tise your lesson. — (He pats Pierre on the head, who goes off 
at the backy bowing to the servants.J 

March. Come, Chevalier, you neglect your breakfast. 

Piro. I'll attend to it presently ; I have just thought of a 
delightful new balancez — allow me. — (He practises a step.J 

March. Upon my word, Chevalier, we must get up a Fete 
Champetre for you. 

Piro. ril adore you, if you will : dancing is my existence — 
my air— my drink — and my mutton. 

St. A. And you seem to thrive upon it, Chevalier. 

Piro. Bless you ! before I possessed the danso mania I was 
as thin as a penny cane ; now look at me ! Oh, Marchioness ! 
were I an emperor, or any of the earth's potentates, I would 
have every act of my government regulated by the dance. 

March. Explain, Chevalier. 
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Pifo, Should aa honoorabld member mova for a tax— say 
upon poodles — ^he should rise from his seat, and out six— 
thus : each cut or step, of course, having its signification. 
The seconder of the motion should start up and turn a 
pirouette. An opposing member should express his dissent by 
furiously dancing eight bars a la pastorelle ; this might be fol> 
lowed by the prosy remarks of some neutral member in a 
languid foaltz. An infuriated demagogue of a country-dancer 
should then jump up— cast off two couple — rush down the 
middle, up again-^and throw the whole figure into confusion. 
The Speaker should rise to order in a quick step, and arrange 
the house for the majourka ; then every member should dance 
for five or six hours^ or a given time— those who dropped 
through fatigue to be in the minority, and those who could 
keep on their legs should carry the question in triumph. 

St, A, Excellent, Chevalier, excellent ! Sit down, I beg; 
I*m sure you must be fatigued. 

March, My dear Countess, where can your cousin Ferdinand 
loiter so long ? 

Count, The sports of the field detain him, no doubt. 

March, You sigh, Augusta ; but I hope your marriage with 
my son will now no longer be delayed : Tm sure 'twill bring 
happiness to all — and that hope is, indeed, the only support of 
my declining health. 

Piro, You don't dance, Marchioness ; I never knew a good 
quadriller in a declining state of health. Ah! here is our 
new actress. 

Enter Hewbibttb from the ccfttage, with fruit, 
Mdreh. Well, Hcftirtetle, are you perfect in th6 character 

that you are going to p!iy ? 
Hm. Oh yes, tny l^Ay, quite. 
Piro, You have not fofgdtteh the lessens of graceful action 

that I have shown you, I hope ? tn the cottrtdy, when you 



exclaim " Ah ! 'tis the Count !*' — yon must not utter it thus : 
*'Ah! 'tis the ConntV — Cstanih Wfiktpt^ifJf^hVLt thus : 
<« Ahl 'ti« tho Gomt V'—Cin an «l/t»«i4e ^Mch h^ ftni$he$ by 
dancing to his seat.J 

Men, I will not bo an inattonUre pQpU» I prdmise you. 

St. A, Here i« the murquis. 

Enter Febdinand. 

Ferd, {Aside.) — Insolent fellow ! 

March. What is the matter, Ferdinand? 

Ferd. Nothing, nothing ; do pot alarm yourself. — (Aside.) 
— That villain^ Deroux, if I meet with him again 

Count. You are late, Ferdinand. 

Ferd. Pray, excuse me, Pve been detained. 

March. Come— come, sit by your cousin.— (Ferdinand sits 
by the Countess.) 

Count. Ferdinand, you seem to take little pleasure in our 
parties. 

Ferd. Believe nie yes — l-^fwhispers to her.) 

Hen. (aside.) — They are whispering. 

March. Chevalier ! is not the country charming ? how pre* 
ferable to Paris ! 

Piro. Excuse me if I diflfer— your country girls are pretty 
and very fresh — but when I think of l^egallois, and Montessu, 
and Taglioni — oh, Taglioni ! this \^ hejr last new step. — (He 
gives a spring y and comes down (iu>kwardly.) — Oh ! oh ! 

All. (Rising. J^^WhsiVs the matter ? 

Piro. I've sprained my ancle — Countess, have you half of a 
yard of black ribband to bind it up, or I shall be ruined for a 
week ? — (He limps to a seat.) 

Ferd. Yon should not be so enthusiastic. Chevalier. 

Piro. What can I do ? 'tis my weakness ; my soul is in my 
heels. 

March. Much as I love the country, I must shortly visit Paris. 
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Count. When? 
March. On your marria^ 

Hen. fasiete J— On her marriage ; she is about to be mar- 
ried, then— -to St. Albin, perhaps. 

Ferd. Now, my dear mother, let us continue our promenade. 
I have ordered the chaise for you. Come, Cheralier. 

Piro. Pray let me lean on your arm ; and perhaps the Marr 
chioness will permit me to take a seat by her side. I shall 
not be able to walk any more to-day. 

Fierd. Oh certainly— conduct my mother to her chaise— my 
dear Countess, will you take the arm of St. Albin ? I will but 
speak to my gamekeeper, and follow you instantly. 
March, Thank him for his kind attention, Ferdinand. 
Ferd. Certainly— certainly. 

Piro. Come, ladies, though Vve sprained my ancle, my voice 
is in excellent condition : as we proceed, I will sing you all 
the last new opera in a key of my own.— (^e leads them off at 
the back.) 

Ferd. f aside to Hen.) — Continue here i I shall return In- 
stantly. — (Ferdinand /oWottJS the party. J, 

Hen. He loves me-^I'm sure he loves me. He has promised 
me maniage — solemnly promised ; as soon as circumstances will 
permit. I think I shall one day be happy — but my father, if 
he suspected, I should indeed tremble. Alas ! how will it end ? 
I have sad fears when I reflect. Ferdinand is rich and noble, 
and I am but a poor girl. Oh ! if he should forget me, my 
heart would break. 

Re-enter Ferdinand. 

Ferd. In tears^ Henriette ? 

Hen, Forgive me, forgive me, I did not mean to weep. 
Ferd. Tell me what afflicts you, dearest ; do I not love you ? 
Hen. I have no friend in whom I dare confide ; my heart 
seems changed : before 1 knew you, the humble cottage of my 
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father was my only thought, my only happiness ; but since I have 
^en introduced at the Chateau, my father and sister seem to 
liave no conversation that interests me, no thoughts that are 
mine ; 'tis this that afflicts me. 

Ferd. Nay, nay, let us hope for the best. 
Hen. Your mother, Ferdinand— I fear she will never acknow. 
ledge me. 
Ferd. I will implore her — indeed, I will. 
Hen. But your cousin— sAe is about to be married, is she 
not? 

Ferd. C^ide.J'^The Countess ? — yes, dearest ; but I must 
return now to my party. Look for me this evening, I may have 
some good news for you. 
Hen. You are going through the wood, are you not ? 
Ferd. Why do you ask ? 

Hen. I am so afraid of your meeting Deroux ; you know how 
malignant he is. 

Ferd. Be in no fear for me, dearest ; I know how to protect 
mjTself — adieu. 

Hen. Farewell— Ferdinand. 

Ferd. Hark'ye ! no more suspicions, no more doubts. 

Hen. No more-— indeed no more — if you will always love me. 

Ferd. For ever, dearest— farewell. 

[He goes off at the back. 

Hen. I will n<d doubt^-I will not fear ; yet his mother has 

great power over him, and his mind is naturally fickle ; no — 

no — I will doubt no more, I will trust in the truth of his 

affection. 

Rose appears at the cottage door with a basket in her hand. 

Rose. Well, Tm sure— you have been here all this time and 
have not cleared away a single thing yet. You're a lazy little 
puss ; if I were a great lady and you my servant, I should dis- 
charge you at a moment's notice. 
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Hen. Praj, pardon me, sister. 

Rose. (PuUing all the breetkfaH things inlo the basket.)-^ 
Wliat lihe deuoe has come to you, child ?««^I am sure you are 
not the same girl you were six months ago ; somebody has 
changed you, Tm sure they have. They have taken away my 
laughing sister, and hare left us a peevish^ idle creature, not 
worth house room.-— (Henriette assises Aer.J^-Get away, do; 
I'll knock your knuckles wHh \Me sugar basin^^you're a little 
fool. 

Hen, I am. Rose, I am. 

Rose^ Now listen to me, Henriette ; you think because you 
go so often to the Chateau, that you hare a right to be mo- 
pish and lollaboutish, just as you please, but I say no ; you ought 
to stay at home, and work as I do ; but don't be hurt at what I 
say, dear Henriette ; I only scold you out of love. If I were to 
slap your face, it would oi^y be because you are so dear to 
me ; I don't wish to make you cry, only mind what I say-*- 
liow go in doors, hem your new pocket handkerchief, laugh 
and be merry, and be a good child. If you don't, VW^^fholding 
her fist at her.) 

Hen, ^/ak5rAtii^.>— Very well, ma'am ; I'll mind what you 
say, ma'am, and neTer do so any more, ma'am. 

[Eont into eattage. 

Rose, Lord bless me, I don't mope about, and I can act a 
comedy if I dioose; aye, and sing too ; and dance with much 
more elegance than three or four ladies that I could name. 
I've no notion of people being melancholy, and full of sighs 
and groans. I like to eat and drink, and laugh and jump about, 
and be merry all day. What does one get by being grievous ? 
thin — that's all. Give me fat and fun before bones and bel- 
lowing, any day in the week. {Exit into the cottage. 
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SCENE II. 

The Forest. 

Music. — Enter Ferdinand, r. h. 

Ferd. Vm sure I again saw that fellow Deroux here ; he 
will not be warned, he will continue his insolent trespasses, in 
spite of every law and right. He is not here ; he has, no 
doubt, concealed himself ; I must now return to my party, but 
let him beware. 

Enter Deroux hastily, r. h. 

Dero. There's the old gamekeeper coming. Ha ! ha ! I like 
to annoy him. 

Ferd, Well, sir, you are here again; you will not be 
warned. 

Dero, Why should I ? I've a right to be here ; it is not 
because the judges decide against my claim, that I am not to 
think this wood still my own ; and I tell you again, that I 
shall shoot here whenever I please. 

Ferd. Insolent villain 1 

Dero. No harsh wotvk, Marquis ; don't put yourself in a pas* 
sioB, you will gain notluiig by that but laughter. Be content- 
ed till I fell some of the old oaks here, then 3rou will hare 
cause to be enraged* 

Ferd, Would you dare ? 

Dero* Dare ! yes, and will. 

Ferd, By heaven, if you do not instantly quit this place, Til 
strike you to the earth. 

Dero, What! I dare you. 

Ftrd, Scoundrel !-***<Mutto.<*^Fxiu»iNAND rushes on Desovx, 
he seizes $ke ffun^the^ sttu^gies DkBOct is Mrot0»».F£RSiMA2fD 
gidns potsession, of the gun; DsfecKJx rises •sgmisi and closes 
with Ferdinand, they struggle off,) 
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Dero. (withoutj — Ah, you have killM me, help ! help. 

Ferdinand re-enters with gun, 

Ferd, Miserable Deroux ! in my rage I struck him with the 
gun, and he is lifeless. What am I to do ? — what can be done ? 
Ha ! some one comes—- 1 must not be seen,— f^/fe darts ojf,) 

Music. — Phillips enters. 

Phil, Hallo 1 hallo ! what^s going on here ? I heard a cry 
for help— who is that? 'tis the Marquis. What has he done? 
what can have happened ? I must follow him. — (Music— ^4 
Jollows in the direction of Ferdinand.) 



SCENE III. 

Same as Scene first. 

Music. — Henriette enters from the cottage. 

Hen. I'm quite angry with myself — I*m sure I strive all in 
my power to cease thinking and be light hearted, but I cannot. 
I*m afraid Rose begins to suspect that I have some secret 
trouble. Ah, what do I see ? Ferdinand returning ; he seems 
pale and breathless. 

Music. — Re-enter Ferdinand, hastily. 

Hen. What is the matter ? — you look distracted. 
Ferd. Do I ? I have run fast, that is all ; some water, I — I 
am thirsty. 

Henriette enters the cottage. 

Ferd. I was afraid this would be the end of the dispute with 
Deroux. What can be done ? He will be found in the wood. I 
thought I heard some one following mQ^^flooking ott^^— *No, 
there is no one. 
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Re-^nier HENRinrSy wiih a glass of^Mtsr. 

Hen, Here, Ferdinand, drink ; now tell me what is the 
matter ? 

Ferd. Nothing, Henriette, nothing ; I have been in anger — 
enraged. 

Hen. For what cause ? 

Ferd, A trifle, deair, a trifle. 

Hen, If you are in trouble, pray do not keep it a secret from 
me ; let me bear my part. Indeed I have now a right to know 
and share in all that distresses you. 

Ferd, You have, dearest, you have. 

Hen, Tell me then the meaning of this agitation, and I will 
accept it as a token of truth—* of the fulfilment of your promise 
never to forsake me. 

Ferd, (embracing A^.J— Good and dear Henriette. — 
(Phillipe hastily appears at the hack ; he glides in and sits 
near the arbour ; she sees him,) 

Hen, (with qffright.J — ^My father ! 

PhU, ^approaching A^r.J— ris it thus, Henriette ?— Is it 
thus ? Hypocrite — ^wretch— I— 

Ferd, Hold, PhUlipe— hold. 

Phil, And you, sir ! you that I have watched over as my 
own ; is this my reward ? Were you not the son of my bene- 
factor, I would kill you on the spot. Why should I now with- 
hold my vengeance— villain ! — (He is odouHo fdtze Ferdinand 
— when Henriette jfa/?« on her knees to him.J 

Hen, Father ! dear father. 

PhiL Father ! Do you dare to call me by that name ? 
away— Ferdinand, I would have shed my heart's blood for you. 
You know that I loved you for your father*s sake ; and is the 
dishonour of my child the only return you can make for my 
care ? Do you see this ? — (showing the cross of honour on his 
6reas<.J— This was placed here by your father, for an act of 
bravery, but 1 am now disgraced ; your noble parent gave me 
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this mark tf iMhoofy mod hb vn^proteM ten t^«r» ft from my 
hreBtt.'^Tean it from Ai« cool «fid Mrtiva tt/ro» Ai».> 

-Hew. Wretched for ever ! — (Picks up the cross.) 

Fertk PhiUipe» htfar ve ; I hare idr«n|td 7«ar ehild^ but 
the wrong shall be repaired. 

Phil. You will offer her gold, perhaps ; calr* that rest ore her 
honour ?— can that wipe away my deep diagraea? ' 

ffm. Father, dear fiirther, listen to nue. '^ 

PhiL WtlH 

Hen. I am to be his wifeL 

Phil. JTou his wife ;-^y« ^ 

Hen. He hae qworn it, father. 

Per4» And I here renew the oath. 

Phil. What ! the son of my colonel, the Marquis de Menve), 
narry my child, the child of his tiei^nt >. no— ne-«-it cannot 

be, it must not be. 

Ferd. It shall be, Phillipe. 

Phil. Leave me, Ferdinand, leave j^ae ; I am cool now; a 
moment more and I may be all fury, I may then do you a mis- 
chief. Go — go. — f Falls in tt ohw.J 

Ferd. He relents ; there is still hope, Bcipe ! what have I 
to do with hope, when my hands are stained with blood. — 
foMeJ — Phillipe, farewell ; think of my pipomise, and be kind 
to your child.— ^jy* rushes out.J 

Music. — Henribttb is on A^i* kmeui h k9rf9^^r^9h$ M0$his 

hand and ki$H9 U. 

Hen. Father, dear father. 

Phil. Away — away — I cannot look at 3reu ; I feel the blood 
in my face, and am ashamed. 

Hen. Forgive me ; pray, forgive me. I may yet live to be a 
joy to you— you may yet be proud of me — you may — indeed 
you may. 

Phil. No— no ; no more happiness for me. Will his mother 
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eoiMeat» Ubiak ja« I W01I4 hU |«ot laLUwff #Q«99iit^ w«re he 
living ? No ; I. fli#iiid «tax^ iMwhloct h^n% bim »i tbe 
thoaght. 

Hen. Do not weep, dear father. 

FkiL Why did he save oiy life? Why woa 1 not shot like 
a disobedient dog as I was. — (Music.<«^qN&i8TT« jHn§ th4 
cross of honour agdm mK hiM kreasiif smd knks imphrin^ oi 
him. Phillipe regards her for a moment^ ihm tlf^ps hsf to his 
breast,) 

Enter Pierre, running, 

Pierre. Phillipe! Phillipe! 

Phil. Well, what do yon want here ? 

Pierre, Mr Deroux has been murdered. 

PhU. Murdered I 

Pierre. Yes, in Uie wood there ; hso has been stivck on the 
temple with the butt-end of a g^an, and ia do»d. 

Pkil. r^su/e.><-Ferdinand ha^ net hisi i it mutt be so-**- 
those were his cries for hjslj^. 

Pierre, See — see-->the ehasseurs are eoHiiii^ here ! 

Hen, For what! 

Pierre. To ask na about it, I suppose. 

Phii. r^st«26u>— Fetdinand is the mtirdeper; 1 saw him 
rushing from the wood, pale and disordered. 

Pierre. Here they are. — (Music— »rA« Chasseurs appear 
at the gate^foUowed hy the Sportsman and Villagers,) 

Phil. Well, what do you want here ? 

Chas, Phillipe, my orders are to put you under arrest. 

Phil. Me! 

Hen, For what , sir, for what ? 

Chas. You are accused of the murder of Mr. Deroux. 

PhU. Indeed! 

Hen. No, no. 
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Ohas, This person— (/W)tn<*n5F to the sportSfMn) — has proved 
that you this morning threatened Deroux with violence, and a 
short time since you were seen hastening from the spat where 
he was discovered. 

Hen, No — ^no ; it is not my father— you ar« wrong ; he had 
no cause, he could not 

Phil. Peace, Henriette, peace. Perhaps Mr. Deroax has 
been killed in a duel. i :.['.. .*• ] 

Chas, He has been assassinated. 

Phil, And I am accused. 

Chas. We wait for you. 
* Hen, No— no, father, do not go ; you are innocent ; you 
know nothing of this — Rose, sister ! Rose ! 

Enter RosEy from cottager 

Hose. What is the matter ? Oh, my father ! 

Phil. Calm yoniselyes, my children ; I will meet this afflic- 
tion like a soldier and a man. Pierre, my lad, if this should 
end unhappily, will you protect my girls? 

Pierre, To the last moment of my life. 

Phil. Thanks, boy, thanks. lUl follow you, friends — faUtieJ 
— Ferdinand has killed Deroux, I am sure of that, but his father 
saved f»^ life-»I will save his 8on*s. Forward. — (Music. — He 
is about to be led off; Hem&ietts and Rosi cling to him ; and 
villagers groups around.) 

END or ACT I. 
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ACT IL— SCENE I. 

An Apartment. 

Enter JosEpa, followed by Fblix and two Servants. 

J'oseph, Is every thing in order in the great saloon ? 

JPelix. Yes, Joseph. 

Joseph, And the wax lights placed in the chandeliers ? 

Felix. Yes, Joseph. 

Joseph. We must neglect nothing that may put the Marquis 
in a good humour ; for my part, I never saw any man on his 
wedding-day look so melancholy as he does. 

Felix. He is going to be married, and that is enough to 
make any man look melancholy. 

Joseph. His cousin, the Countess, seems happy enough. 

Felix. You forget the state of the Marchioness ; our master 
loves his mother too well, to be quite happy while she is in 
danger — ^besides, his gamekeeper, Phillipe 

Joseph. Ah, poor fellow, he is guilty no doubt ; and perhaps 
in a moment of anger, killed that wretched Deroux. The 
Marquis has used all means to save him, but without effect ; 
and it is said that he will positively be executed to day. Hush ! 
here comes the Marquis. Go all, and do as 1 have ordered. — 
CThe servants go offu. vl.) 

Enter Ferdinand, l. h. 

Ferd. Joseph, the moment the Chevalier comes, admit him 
here. 

Josqph. Yes, sir ; any further commands ? 

Ferd. No — (Exit JoBFPa, l. h.) — So, this is my wedding 
day. .Unfortunate Henriette, I have submitted to the wish of my 
mother, and have destroyed you. Her father too — ^kind, gene- 
rous Phillipe i he knows that I am guilty, but will not see the 
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son of his old master suffer ; — but he shall not die, he shall be 
saved. Ah, the Chevalier returns ; now must I mask my face in 
smiles, while my heart is breaking. 

Enter Pirouette, l. h. 

Piro, Hastal ha«£a! Gi»od news« 

Ferd, Hatre yau snooeeded ?•*— will he be saved ? 

Piro. I have been every where, seen every body, ^ne 
every thing, and I think 1 have succeeded. 

Ferd. Thanks, my friend, thanks. 

Fito I have had an interview with the judges, blass you ; 
they at first reeeived me <^ldly— they listened to my argumenifcs 
with indifference — on one ocoasign they went so far as to laug}i 
outifight ; then I bethougM me of the eloquence of action — I 
threw myself on one knee, thus-^— I cla6{>ed my hands, and look- 
ed at them with an expression of supplication, thus*»I squeezed 
out a tear or two to help it, I blew some snuff in my ^es, 
they th6n camis ,in torrent. The judges were instantly soften- 
ed. '' You shall be att^ided to, Chevalier,'' said one of them, 
with the greatest emotion $ I did not reply, but drew mjrself up in 
an attitude of grateful acknowledgement, and gave them my most 
pathetic bow. That wckS sufficient ; their eyes twinkled^ they were 
filled with wdter, they wished to cry, but wouldn't; legal 
dignity forba4<s- I saw th«t my point was carried, I turned a 
pirouette, laid my hand upon my heart, and chassez'd out of 
court. 

Ferd. Have you se6tt iPhillipe ? 

Ptto. I have. 

Ferd, Did he speak to you ? 

Piro. Not a syllable ; but his action was more expressive 
than any Words could be ; quite a. study, bless you^ H^Ul be 
saved, sd don't be unluippy. I gave away money in dr^ty direc- 
tion to prbon^s, jailors-^^^ilU I scattered it in th6air,staa)diag 
in the po«itidii of a iyiiigMeroury. Ah ! behold th^Cbtmtess. 



Charming Counted*^ f»enbit m6 to kks ycrar hand, ind press it 
to my heart. 

Enter the Countbm, «. H.*-^PisotJBTTe rtmY to her. 

Court, Good tiioi«aitig, Ohctallw. Well, my cousrin — fto 
Ferdinand) — at length the day that yow ttiothe): liUd so anxi- 
ously looked for has arrived >-^but y<m sfe^m depressed. 

Piro. He's bashful ; tis his fiirst appeatfiince in the ballet of 
HyAieBj &iid you nm^t mftkeievety allowantid. He is now merely 
praetiftiftg Y^ idrst tstep ; he Will soon gaiti con'fideiic^ afid exe- 
cute a capital roule defixmbe, tliat will lead into a pas de deux 
of liappliiess, which shall condnue to the blissful denoue- 
ment. 

Ferd, Pardt>ii toe, my dear tsonsin, if 1 appear strange to day ; 
but you know the unhappy sittnaiibn of my faithful servant. I 
cannot but feel fdr bim% 

Coun, Poor Phillipe — ^well, well, we must use Qve^y exer- 
tion to save hiin-s— t Will even apply to a sonree which possesses 
great influence with the tribunal. I will leave you for a shoit 
time, F^rditiand, to make some arrangements ; but trust to our 
efforts, and hope for the best. Come, Chevalier— your arin. 

Pffo. (Blviny hU arm in an cCttitude.) — Take it, my dear 
madatn. ITyt see \^h, marquis T if you could present an arm 
with such a gtads, you'd turn the heads of all Paris. Now, 
madam, allow me to put forward my right toe — follow with a 
fow steps ou itS'tip^-and then for a flying exit. 

[Exeunt Pirouette and Countess, ft. n. 

tl'erd, Thauk b«ftv6tt, tliey are gone : society is now odious 

to m&'-^ami how thie tevents of this day are to be endured, I 

know not. 

EfAer io«8PH, i^ Rk 

Jo8. ffheiflaugkter of the gamekeeper is here, my lord. 
ferd. fietirielle ! let her enter ; and Joseph, close the 
d6or8.—(^osis^fi ^Ws, Wfdyties aff,) 
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Hbnribtte enters, pale and troMed, L. h. 

Hen, Ferdinand! 

Ferd. Why are you here, Henriette ? 

Hen. Why am I here ! can you ask that question ? I have 
just parted with my father. 

Ferd, Have you given him hope ? 

Hen. I have strove to do so, but a sad presentiment seems 
to weigh upon my heart ; every one is silent when they look 
at me ; every thing that I gaze on seems to wear the hue of 
death. Oh ! save him, Ferdinand — save my father ! 

Ferd. Indeed, Henriette, I have sued— *have applied— have 
implored everywhere ; be calm — ^he may be saved. 

Hen. He must be saved ! Remember ^that my father will 
be yours, and his confidence in your truthlis the only hope 
that sustains him : that he is guilty, I will not— cannot 
believe. 

Ferd, No, no, Henriette — I — I do not think him to be 
guilty. 

Hen. His judges are deceived by circumstances ; yet there 
seems a strange mystery enveloping these events, that I can- 
not pierce. My father is silent; he neither complains nor 
defends himself; and a horrid thought haunts me incessantly. 
Listen to me, Ferdinand ; I hope you are not coldly suffering 
an old man to lay down his life for a crime of which he is 
innocent ; of a crime that may — Mark me !— I sa> — may be 
yours. 

Ferd. Henriette ! are you mad ? Do you dream ? What 
fiend possesses you? But leave me, leave me; I have told you 
that your father shall live — and — and trust in me. 

Hen. Well, Ferdinand, I iritf trust in you ; that I can trust 
in you, you know full well. But, remember ! if my father dies, 
look not for happiness with me — ^look not — ^but what hare I 
to do with threats? No, Ferdinand, I go with every confi- 
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nee in your promise — ^with every reliance on the thought—- 

t you will never suffer the guiltless to perish. [^Exit. 

Ferd, She has made me tremble ; her words have struck a 

^^rror to me that I cannot conquer : she trusts to me, and she 

^llall not be dec^ved. This marriage with my cousin must 

^ot take place ; I have still time to snatch m3rself, and all 

Ground me, from perdition. But my mother, my unhappy 

Mother, in her state of health, the slightest emotion will kill 

^er. Ah ! she is here. 

Enter the Marchioness, r. h. 

Mar, Ferdinand, I have been seeking for you. 

Ferd. Sit, dear mother.— (^fi'e places chairs, J 

Mar. I wish to speak with you ; to thank you for the hap- 
piness you have this day given me. 

Ferd, What happiness ! my marriage with my cousin ? — 
Mother, release me from it. I now speak boldly ; I know at 
what risk — your life, perhaps ; but I am now bold, very bgld ; 
it has cost me many a bitter agony to break my mind to you ; 
but this marriage will be my misery. 

Mar, Ferdinand, would you see me dead ? 

Ferd, Mother! 

Mar, Do you remember when unsuccessful speculations had 
impaired my fortune, nay, almost ruined me ; do you remember 
the generous assistance of your cousin, and our consequent 
return to wealth ! She is now dependent — and your marriage 
with her will bring affluence to both of you. Ferdinand, be 
grateful. 

Ferd, But hear me, mother; I am promised to another. 

Mar, So I have heard ; but to whom ? — the daughter of a 
man, over whose head the sword of justice is now hanging by 
a single hair. Ferdinand, think of your father — ^think of the 
honour of your family ; it is the last request I may ever en- 
treat. Can you see me plead to you in vain ? Must I fall on 

c 
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my knees before you ? Go to the girl, if you will marry her; 
tell her that she is all the world to you — that you lore her; 
but fail not to tell her you have killed your mother. Away! 
go I'-^fShe rises and totters towards the e. h.) 

Ferd. She becomes pale ; her strength cannot support her 
emotions. . Mother, turn to me, look upon me ; come,' come-^ 
I will be all you wish. Do with me as you please. 

Mar, (She resumes her seat.) — Then you are still my son ; 
but, be firm — be firm— -no more wavering. 

Ferd. No, mother, no ; I am now resolved, — (falling on 
his knees to her) — though / die, though my heart be torn, and 
my brain maddened 

Mar. Be composed — ^be composed ; let us forget the past. 

Ferd. But, mother, you know not all. 

Mar. What do you conceal ? 

Ferd, Nothing, nothing ; it is all over now — I obey you — 
I consent to your every wish. 

Mar, Hush ! 

Enter the Countess with Pirouette, singing. 

Mar. (to the Countess.) — Approach, dear girl; take the 
hand of my son, and believe in my sincere wishes for your 
happiness. 

Piro. Now, my friends, every thing is ready for the import- 
ant ceremony. I have arranged the servants with their heads 
up and their toes out, in the hall, a-ta-militaire ; the carriages 
are standing with the horses' heads to the rig'ht; and the 
orchestra, for the dance, has been selected by me. I have 
ordered the chandeliers to be elevated, to prevent our heads 
knocking the lustres about when we cut ; as I intend, to-day, 
to live entirely in the air : and, as the poet says—" only par 
complaisance touch the ground." 

Enter Joseph, l. h. 
Josh. My lady, all is in readiness. 
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f Mar. Ferdinand, lead us to our friends. 

I Ferd, With pleasure, mother ; come, my fair cousin. 

Count. Now you are yotirself again, Marquis, 

Perd, Yes, yes ; we must think of nought but happiness 
now — no more ennui — all shall be joy to-day. — (Aside to 
PiRouETTB.) — Bring me news of Phillipe ; leave not a chance 
untried to save him. 

Piro. No, no, 

Ferd. Now, my mother — now, Countess-^adieu, Pirouette. 
[Exit Ferdinand, Countess, and Marchioness, l. h. 

Piro. Adieu, adieu! rely on me. Poor fellow, there he 
goes to make his debut in the very ticklish drama of matri- 
mony : I tremble when I reflect on the many false steps, 
a.wkward concussions, and trips-up that await him, ere the end 
of his dance. What a world this is— -and how yery unneces- 
sary is the organ of speech, when every limb that we own 
possesses such rhetoric ! Oh ! for a planet, where love-making, 
tea-making, and every thing else making, are carried on by a 
dance ; where you approach with a trip and avoid with a twirl ; 
where, instead of offering a lady your hand, you present her 
your leg, which she accepts with an elegant spin and a return 
of the toe: that there is such a world, Fm convinced— and 
why I was not bom in it, I am* at a loss to conceive. 

Air. — Massaniello. 

*Twa8 on the lake of Lago Maggiore, 

You can't conceire the gentle eve. 

When first I told my plain and plaintive story, 

To her whose eyes, bright ais her skies, 

I thought shed beams of hope on me ; 

But ah ! false jade, . 
She had those looks for two, or three ; 

And strange tricks play'd. 
I then cut tix, and then I cn^ my faii>— 
Light legs and heart were ne*er known to despair. ' 

C2 



36 HENRIBTTB THE F0B8AXIN. 

iltr.-»SwiM BOT. 

Laugh'd out of Ioto, I in tears tum*d awty, 
I f«lt so, I can't tell you how-^ 
Till a Swiss Maid ensnared me as sighing I Iay» 
To list to the call of her cow. 

ImitaHon of Ae Rant det Vathet. 

Axu — Barber of Sktillk. 

Now at home gaily, to sorrow wUe, 
LoTe-maldng daily, and dancing divine ; 
Employ all my leisure, and every treasure. 
Of beauty and pleasure, all— ftll are mine. 

Air, — MA88AJnELI,0. 

Now to the ball and the masy dance. 
Where ladies eyes inviting, 
Flash with delight as I advance. 
To beg some fair one's hand. 

Then how they titter, 

Ogle and twitter. 

As gaily advancing, 

I lead them to the dancing. 

Now for the ball and the mazy dapce, &c. 

{Dancet off to thejirtt part of the atr.} 



SCENE II. 

An Regard Saloon, 

Folding doors open ; window R. h. hung with curtains ; Joseph, 
Felix, and Servants discovered, preparing for a Fite. 

Josh, Ck)me, come, be quick ; the party are returning, 
Felix. And so the Marquis is married at last ; it has been 
an uncommonly long courtsbip ; I hope it may prove a happy- 
marriage. 
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Josh, The cirrikges are at the ddot i^^he looks out of the 
wihdowj'^tlikey alight ; they are here.*^Aftt*kJ J 

j^fi^er Fbrdinai^d at the back^ tedding in the CovstEaSyfoUowed 
by the MAft^HioNiBfts and WMny ^ttdi^te— Ferdinand conducts 
his mother to a Sofa, 

Mar. {To the Countess,) — Sit by me, my dear child. I now 
find myself happier and better than I have been for many a 
day ; — Ferdinand, come near me,^^Ferdinand and the Countess 
are on each side of her ; Servants attend them with refresh- 
ments ; Joseph announces"^ 

Josh. Mr. St. Albin. 

St. Albin enters. 

Mar, Ah ! St. Albin, you are a late yisitor. 

St- "Al. 1 beg your pardon, Marchioness, I am really not to 
blame— my carriage could not make its way through the crowds 
of people that are assembling on the quays and bridges. 

Mar, For what purpose? 

St, Al, To witness an execution. 

Mar. Indeed! of whom? 

St. AL Of your old gamekeeper, Phillipe; I thought you 
were acquainted with it. 

Mar. Hush ! 

Ferd, Phillipe! what did you say of Phillipe ? 

Mar. Nothing, Ferdinand^ nothing.— ^(rAe Marghioness 
motions St. Albin to be silent.) 

A Guest. See^— see, is not that a scaffold in the distance ? 

AU. Where? 

Guest. It is, and a man is being conducted to deaths — 
Musi c-^fAU go to the window, J 

J^erd. To death ! His Phillipe ; save him, ne is guiltless. 

Mar. (Detaining Ferdinand.)— -Do not distract yourself 
Aus, you have done your duty towards him.-^f^/Te bf^aksfrom 
her ; rushes to window , and draws the curtain violently.) 
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F$rd, Why do you gaze there? can that be a sight o( 
pleasure for you ! has \\% harnned you, that yon thus crowd to 
see him dX^t-^C He falls exhausted in a chair,) 

Mar, (Running to him, J — Ferdinand, why b thb? he faints ; 
help-— help !— (Music— ^ cry is heard without; Ferdinand 
starts up and puUs back curtain ; he stands gazing in des- 
pair throt^gh the teindow : Henkiette suddenly appears at the 
back : all see her hU Ferdinand; she is rushing forward^ but 
stops on perceiving the company ; and slowly, but firmly ^ ad- 
vances,) 

Count, Who is this ? 

Mar. 'Tis the daughter of Phillipe. 

Hen. Ferdinand! 

Ferd, That voice ! 

Mar, Whom do you seek here, poor girl ? 

Hen, My friends— friends who are to protect me ; for now I 
have none in the world, but those who are under this roof. — 
(Aside to Ferdinand.) — Ferdinand, I would speak with you 
alone. 

Ferd, Mother, cousin, friends, leave me for a moment^-a 
moment only. 

Mar, What mean you? 

Ferd, I request it; I command it 

Mar, Come, my friends, come ; you see the interest he has 
taken in thb poor family ; my child, come with me ;— f7o the 
CJouNTESs) come, friends. — {They go q^; the folding doors are 
closed; Henriette records Ferdinand immoveably; Ferdinand 
turns from her gaze, J 

Hen, Ferdinand, my father is dead. 

Ferd, Alas ! I know it. 

Hen, I have been at his feet, on my knees have implored 
him to tell me all. 

Ferd. And he has 

Hen, He was silent ; our tears, mine and my poor sister's. 
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could not wring one word from him — ^he but pressed us to his 
heart ; his only words were, '* Ferdinand will never forsake 
you ;*'-— and then he wept, not at his fate, but for his poor 
children, whom he was then looking on for the last time. Oh, 
had jTou felt the pressure of his dear hands*— had you but seen 
his glance, as he parted with us for ever ; I fell senseless ! when 
I revived, all was over, and the priest gave me this paper, 
which my father had left for yoxt-^pres&Us U»J 
Ferd, The seal has been broken. 

Hen, It has ; ./have broken it. My dreams by night, my 
thoughts by day, would not permit me to remain an instant in 
ignorance of its contents. I had a suspicion, a strong and 
horrid suspicion, which alone tempted me to break this seal — 
I did break it, and I have rea d 
Ferd. What have you! read? 

Hen, That which has cw^firmed my suspicion. Read — 
what? — ^you tremble, and dare not look upon it; listen, 
then-— (rdotib'n^) — ^* Ferdinand, your noble father saved iny 
life ; my gratitude, and my promise to him that I would watch 
over you, will hot permit me to jgive you up to jdisgrac^.- ^ ' 
FdTfl?. Enough, Henriette—-enough ! 

Hen. Listen to every word—" I am an old Inan, I shall sa* 
crifice but a few days of existence— you have many years 
before you ; that I am innocent of the death of Deroux you 
know full well ; but in the consciousness that yott! will. never 
forsake my child, I die in silence ; tell Henriette to protect my 
little Rose ; destroy this paper ; think sometimes of the poor 
old man — and — and be happy."— f'T^Ae paper falls from her 
hands ; Ferdinand is in a chair, his face hid from her ; she 
regards him tranquilly.) — My father was innocent, and you 
are the guilty one ; now, Ferdinand, tell me, and in one word, 
will his confidence in you berespected? 

Ferd. Henriette, it cannot^, it dare not be— it. is now im- 
possible. 
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Hen. Imponible! 

Ferd, I have slild it* 

Hen, And you expect me to fall in tearii at foiir feet ! But 
no-^thiak yoo, knowinf^ wkat I do, tkat liaf>pki68s toald er^r 
hare been inine-^hat I conld have lived in peace with tlie 
destroyer of my Either? Had you ofiered to falfil his last 
request, I eould havue forgiven, and have left you f&t ever^— I 
would have concealed tny shame far away from you-^but now, 
you have changed my heart^-^you have -eliaflged my ikature, 
and my father's fttte shall not jgpo unrevenged. 

Ferd, Henriettet what mean you ? 

Hen, Not to denoonce you<^-<iot to cry out**-^ Behold the 
Murderer!" for you are rich and noble, and who would believe 
the frantic accusations of -an obscure and wretched girl as I 
am ? Look, Ferdinand ; my father 4id not think that I should 
ever know the contents of this paper-^taAtn^ U upy^^l 
his wishes shall not be disobeyed ; he has told you <^ destroy 
this ; take it, Ferdinand ; that shall never be a witness against 
you-^you will not^— diere.— <)Sj^ tears tke pauper.) 

Ferd, You drive me to madness«^to distraction. Could you 
but know how I have suffered^ how I have been goaded, you 
would pity me \-^appmaiohing Her.} 

Hen, Do not come near me— away— I could not bear your 
touch. 

Ferd, Hear me on my knees. 

Hen, Nay ; what would you speak of on your knees — of 
your remorse? Iheeditnot; of your terror? it rejoices me; 
of your tears? I despise them. 

Music. — The folding doors are thrown open, and the Marchio- 
ness appears with the Countess and Guests, 

Mar. Do not hold me back ; I will know this mystery, Fer- 
dinand. What mean your looks of alarm, and why is this un- 
happy girl still here? You should not conceal aught from us. 
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wbo are so dear to you ; your mother and your wife, '^(Pointing 
to the CouiU4i$.) 

Hen. His wife! his wife! — (Fixing her gaze on the Coun- 
tess; she staggers baek^ and is caught by Robe, who enters 
quickly at the back.) 
^os9. Sister, dear sister, why are you here ? I have been 
seeking for you everywhere ; pardon ine, ladies, pardon me ; 
but I think my poor sister is crazed, Henriette, look at me ; 
don't you know my voiee ? come away with me, we have still 
a friend; Pierre does not despise us in our affliction, he offers 
us a home— come. I am sure this is now no place for you. 

Hen. His wiiel-^ji chancing towards the CountessJ — I 
wish you joy, madam-^I wish you every happiness ; nay, do not 
turn from mej I am not your enemy. 

Rose. Come, siater— -come.— -(Music .-^-Rose forces her up 
the stage; the persons present, open a passage for her ; when 
she is at the back, she stops and looks at Ferdinand.) 

Hen. Ferdinand ! we shall meet again. 
Music— FbUdinand shrinks from her ; the MarchIoNEss is 
near him; the CouflTESS sinks in a chudr ; aU the guests are in 
astonishment ; HENRiETtE is supported by Rose, and stands 
pointing to Ferdinand. 



END OF ACT II. 
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ACT III.— SCENE I. 

Room at Tortonis, 

Francois, Antoine, and Cadet discovered, 

Fran. Very extraordinary, indeed ; not a soul has ordered 
supper of me to-night. 

Antoi. People dine so late. 

Fran. And then they think supper superfluous. 

Cad. IVe one couple in my apartment.— 

Fran. That man and his wife from the country ! a legitimate 
supper, eh ? — ^very little to be got by that. I understand the 
I>owager in the next street intends giving a fite this evening, 
for the purpose of bringing out her daughter, who has lately 
come from the convent of St. Ursula, and orders the supper of 
us. 

Cad. Who is that lady, the fiiend of the young Baroness, 
that every one is talking of? 

Fran. She that they say is about to be married to young 
Beauvilliers — Ma^amzelle Athalie, I think, is her name ; the 
young Baroness form*d an acquaintance with her in the con- 
vent, and Ma'amzelle being an orphan, the Baronesses mother 
has adopted her, and she is now the friend and companion of 
the daughter. Ah ! who have we here ? 'tis our pretty milk 
woman, who used to supply us some time ago* What has 
brought her to Paris ? To solicit ourcustom again, no doubt.— 
{BeU rings.) — Some one is ringing in the upper rooms ; see 
what is wanted,— (Cadet and Antoinb go off r. h. ; Rose t« 
heard without. J 

Rose. Come along, Pierre-^onH stand staring about so. 

Enter Rose and Pierre l. h.. Rose dressed as a milkwoman'-^ 

Pierre as a farmer. 
Rose. Don't be afraid, follow me. 
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Pierre, I never saw sueh a fine place, and so many nice 
things, in all my life ; )iow my movth did miter at those tarts. 

Fran, Ah, my little love.— (Rose cMi*««yf •>— We have not 
seen you these three months. 

Pierre, I beg youUl not call my wife your little love — she's 
nobody's little love but mine. 

Rose, Hush, Pierre, hush ! it is the way that people talk 
here. 

Pierre, Is it ? then it's much more familiar than pleasant. 

Rose, I have come to ask you for your custom, sir ; if I 
have not quite lost it, by staying away so long. 

Fran. I'll use iny influei^ee for you, my dear, 

Pierre, I'd thank you not to dear my wife in that way ; I 
don't like it. 

Rose, Be quiet, wiU you? 

Pierre, Well, but it makes me feel quite uncomfortable. 

Rose, You mus'n't mind this young man, sir ; he's only my 
husband. 

Pierre, Only her husband ; I think a husband ought to be a 
person of vast consequence. Oh, you mus'nt snub me in that 
way before people— I've a right to speak my mind, and stand 
up for the dignity of my sex. 

Rose, Do be quiet. 

Pierre, An't I a lord of the creation ? 

Rose* Well, then, an't I a lady? 

Pierre, Well, then, so you are. 

Rose. Yoxk must know, sir, that Pierre's illness and a bad hay 
season, has kept me away so long. 

Fran. Then that gentleman is Pierre ? 

Pierre, Gentleman— um— he's found his manners now; oh ! 
there's nothing like a proper sense of one's own importance. 
— (Aside.J 

Rose, Yes, sir — and my husband ; he married me you know, 
two years ago, shortly after the fate of my poor father, and 
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the loss of my sister Henriette, who went away on that day, 
no one knew whither, and whom I hare never seen since-^-^poer 
dear, I canH think what has become of \L&t,''^( Sobbing. J 

Pierre. Well— well-«**you needn*t mention any thing about 
that now. 

Rose. Well, sir, our little bit of bad luck would have puz- 
zled us what to do sadly ; only yesterday, at I was coming to 
Paris, a carriage passed me ; it suddenly stopped, and a fine 
footman in lovely silk stockings came running after mc— *he 
tapped me on the shoulder*— I jumped almost ajrardhigh, and 
blush'd like scarlet; be merely ask*d me where I liv'd, and when 
I told him, he put a purse crammed full of money into my 
hand*-said that a Ida'amzelle Athalie, who was in the carriage, 
desired him to give it me — that she was at present living near 
here— -he then run off, leaped up behind the carriage, and left 
me in a state of astonishment. 

Pierre. And so, my little wife, instead of going to Paris, 
scampers back to me. I was sitting nursing little Pierre Gigot 
junior, when in she rush*d ; I thought she was mad, for she 
flopped down in an arm chair, and began laughing, and kicking 
her legs, and slapping her sides, in a most singular manner. 
I asked her what was the matter ? when she threw a heavy 
purse at my head; I was stunned with astonishment. Huzza ! 
says I, our fortune's made; V\\ buy another meadow*— and 
half a dozen new cows. 

Rose, And so, you see, we have come up to-day to find out 
this Ma'amzelle Athalie, to thank her for her kindness, and ask 
you for your custom again. 

Fran. There's a lady of that name living in the Rue Tait- 
bout, a friend of the young Baroness de Chevance. 

Rose. In the Rue Taitbout ! it's the same lady, no doubt ; will 
you be good enough to go with Pierre and I, and show us the 
house ? 
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Fran, None of our waiters are at liberty, just now ; but call 
again in half an hour, and perhaps we can spare one. 

Pierre, Let us enquire for the house ourselves. 

Rose, No, no— -we shall make some blunder, we^U call again 
— for I iffiU see her — and know why she gave me all that 
money. - . 

Pierre. And if my wife anfs she loill see her, she will ; for 
she^s a most determined little woman in her little way. 

Bose. Suppose it is the same person that every now and 
then sends us nice little presents, while we never can guess 
who it can be ! But come, Pierre, let us take a walk.iand look 
at the shops ; I want a new cap or two. 

Pierre. And I want a waistcoat, and ever so many stock- 
ings 

Rose. And we must buy some cotton for curtains—- 

Pierre, And a little pelisse for little Pierre, and . a pair of 
trowsers ; for he must have trowsers now he^s getting quite a 
big boy. And as winter's coming on, I willhvre a warming pan 
—•we can afford one now. 

Rose. Very well— -we'll ^<>(>k ^^ again in half an hour, sir ; 
— (^cur^^d^s^— make a bow, Pierre.— -(Rose and Pieree go 
off, L. H.) 

Fran. Ah, here comes Captain Beauvilliers and his friends. 
A fine rich young fellow that, and the most likely youth on 
earth to be ruined through a woman, in spite of his being a 
dashing gambler and an exquisite duellist. 

Enter Beauvilliers, Varincourt, St. Jean, and Ferdinand 
De Monval, yVom the back, laughing. 

Beau. Admirable ! the Marquis hits off the Italian Croupier 
to perfection. Francois! champagne. 

Fran. Yes, sir. [Exit Francois l. h. 

De M. Well, captain, remember your promise; I am to be 



HEKRIBTTB TRE FORSAKEN. 47 

introduced to your Athalie to-night ; and then, for any pur- 
suit you please — wine, women, or play ; Fm right for the wild- 
est extravagance. 

Beau. Brayo, De Monral ! since your two years' sojourn in 
Italy, you are quite another man— you have changed dull 
sentiment for a fine gaiety that improves you wonderfully. 

Enter Francois with wine, l. h. 

Ferd» Drink, my friends, drink; we must be in high spirits 
to-night, for fresh faces and fresh forms are waiting to enslave 
us. — {Seizing a gla88,y-^A toast, boys 1 " To Athalie, Beauvil- 
liers' Fair Unknown."— ( TAey all drink.) — Where did you 
meet with your conqueror, captain ? 

Beau. Some weeks since, at the house of the young Baro- 
ness de Chevance ; I met her fresh from a convent, unused to 
the world, and possessing a melancholy and touching reserve, 
that at once enslaved me beyond redemption. 

DeM. Ha! ha! like all boys; had She smiled on you, she 
might have smiled in vain; but being cold, reserved, and a 
hard prize to win, of course you became distracted. 

Beau. The mystery that envelopes her, increases her charms. 
No one knows who she is. '* Baroness,'' said I, ** who is this 
pensive, this beautiful girl V* ** My friend,'' she replied. Her 
name ? '^ Athalie." Of what family ? *^ That must not be known ; 
she wishes to remain unrecog^nisedby the world, and her wish 
shall be religiously observed.'' You see, De Monval, how it 
is ; beauty, mystery, and melancholy, have mastered me, and I 
confess mjrself the veriest heart-riven wretch that ever fell 
beneath the shaft of the young god. 

De M. Glowing colours, Beauvilliers ; but, beware ; should 
she but distantly approach your description, you may find me 
a persevering and a dangerous rival. 

Beau. But your wife, the Countes s ' ' 

De M. Hush! I am now without a wife. 
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Beau» Diyojrced? 

De M^n. Precisely so— «after tlie death of my mother, the 
Marchioness, my wife suddenly grew fond and foolish, even- 
tually jealous ; and you know, captain, we must have our little 
companions, our little gossips of the ballet. At Milan I 
patronized the delicate Ijeontine ; the Countess heard of my 
philanthropy, and in the conjugal simplicity of her heart 
would feel offended. I am now a free man, and as good a 
bachelor as any of you, aiid I hope you^ll ndt ruin my reputa- 
tion by marrying me. 

Beau* Well, irake sU I am, were I married to a woman that 
I loved, there are ien figurante that should make me false to 
my allegiance. 

De Mon, Ha! ha! hear him? Listen to the moralist of 
twenty^^^the connubialist of tender years— the boy ! 

Beau. Boy ! Marquis, you are ever using me for your mirth, 
I may say for your contempt-^-^why is this ? You know that It 
irritates me. 

De Mon. And why does it irritate you? because, with 
scarcely twenty years over your head, you would be thought a 
man of the world, a libertine^else why do you play ? not for 
the want of money— you have a commission and a fortune : 
but it gives you Ton. Why do you drink? you think the 
character of a five-bottle man g^ires you Ton. Why do you 
fight? because you consider a duel necessary for the reputa- 
tion of which you are ambitious, and it gives you Ton. Bah ! 
you have seen nothing, know nothing. Look at him Varin- 
court, look St. Jean, observe the man of Ton f^^Drink- 
ing.) 

Beau. De Monval, I will no longer endure this. A slight is 
the keenest injury of natnre. 

Varin. Hush ! hush ! keep your temper. 

De Mon. Ha ! ha \'*^(A8 Dt Monval is laughing^ a cry is 
heard in the street, of •• Murder," and a noise of pursuit^^Ml 
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but De Monval rush to the uHndow 1. h. ; he li$ten$ ; his 
countenance changes ; he trembles. 

Faancois enters. 
De Mon. What is the matter in the street, Francois? 
Fran, A man has been assassinated on the Boulevards. 
De Mon. Assassinated ! 

Fran, The murderer haa fled — but he will soon be, over- 
taken. 

De^Mon. The unfortunate! — 



Beau, Who? The victim? he b unfortunate ; but the 
sassin will sooner or later meet his punishment. What is the 
matter^ De Monval? you change-— come-*^-come, we'll not 
quarrel again ; / must command mj temp^r^ and you your 
sarcasm. What b the matter ? 

De Mon. {Starting up,) — Nothings — nothing ; *twa8 a pang 
in my heart — my head — (drinks) — *twas a thought of the past. 
But what have we to do with that ? the present is our ex- 
istence. If we l<K>k to the paisti wkat does it offer ?*— regrets 
and remorse ; glance forHrard, and what is there ?<— death. Lect 
the present then be our life. Now, then^ to the Opera^^for a 
few moments, at least ; there is SeJitag tonaight, and Mali- 
bran ; come — come, a moment there, and you will find me all 
fire ; then] for your Athalie — Eh ! Beattvilliecs, and a brilliant 
night— wit| wine and beauty-— Fto€ ia EiprH'^Vive la Bae^ 
ehus-^Vive la Beauti. 

All. Vive la i9eaul^.—( Ferdinand rushes wildly out at 
backf followed by Bbauvilliers and rest^ l. h.) 

Enteir Rob(, running ^ L. R. 
Rose, How 1 have run to get away fh>m that lusty gentle- 
man, who used to visit at the chateau in the country. Ever 
since I left my husband at the caf£, to go alone to thank Ma*ani» 
zelle Athalie, that gentleman has been following me about. 
I don*t think he saw me run in here.— (iSVtfffr Francois r. h., 
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crossing to the l.) — Oh, sir ! if you should see a lusty gentle^ 
man looking about as if he had lost somebody, pray don't tell 
him I*m here— he does teaze me so. 

Fran. You must not mind such trifles, my dear ; one of our 
waiters will soon be ready to show you the residence of the 
lady you are looking for; remain here a moment, and he'll 
come to you. [Exit FsANCors, r. h. 

Rose. Dear, dear, I shall be so glad when I get back to our 
quiet little cottage, for the inen won't let a woman of any 
pretensions be quiet an instant; if I stop to look at a shop 
window, I eanH see any thing in it for a matins Impudent face 
staring at me under my bonnet ; if I walk slow, some one is 
sure to be at my side nudging my elbow, and whispering in 
iny ear; if I run, I hear iron-heels stump, stumping after me 
wherever I go. Oh! here comes that terrible gentleman 
again— what shall I do ? I wish he'd leave me alone. 

Enter Pirouette, l. h., eating an ice, 

Piro, Ah, my shepherdess 1 I thought it was you ; how did 
I manage to lose sight of you ? I had no idea that you had 
slipped into Tortonis. 

Rose. And I had no idea that you would have had the im- 
pudence to follow me. 

Piro. My love, I didn't follow you. Your charms had 
raised such a fire in my heart, that I was obliged to take an 
ice to put it out and cool me ; taste a bit — do, dear ; this 
little spoonful, now 

Rose. I won' t 

Piro. It's strawberry ice»— you don't know how nice it is. 

Rose. But I don't want to taste it 

Piro. You shall ; if you don't, I'll catch you up in my arms 
and waltz you out of the window. 

Rose. If you'll promise to go away directly, I will taste it 

Piro. Open your mouth ; there, what d'ye think of that \ 
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Rose. Oh— -oh 1 how cold ! youVe made all my teeth ache, 
*nd my lips are frozen. 

Piro, Then don't yon know what ;past be done ? 

Hose. No. 

-Ptro. I miist take the chill off with a warm kiss. 

Ihse, Indeed, sir, you sha'n^t ; and now V\\ tell you a little 
^f -my mind. 

-Piro. Your mind ! a woman's mind ! how can a woman ever 
^^^1 what her mind is, when it has as many changes as the 

ure of a quadrille ? . 

Rose. Know> sir, to your astonishment, that I'm a married 
^man — I'm Mrs. Gigot. 

Piro, Why, to my astonishment? I should be more asto- 
^shed, if you were not Mrs. Gigot. 

Rose, Then, why do you follow me about ? 

Piro, Because I can*t help it ; it's an amiable instinct — an 
^indefinable gallopade of the heart. 

Rose. Don't talk such impertinence, sir ; Fll tell my husband, 
^nd he*ll knock you down in a moment. 

Piro. Forget your husband, my charming little milkwoman, 
and come with me to-night to Tivoli, to the gardens — you know 
we are old acquaintances ; Til introduce you to my friends 
there, as a Dutch Baroness ; and we'll have some supper, and a 
dance. 

Rose. But I canH dance, sir. 

Piro. Then Til teach you. 

Duett, 
Piro. — ^First you must learn each pOBition, 
And there for a short time stop ; 
To dance you'll be ne'er in condition. 
Without one, two, three, hop ! 
Rose. — I'm sure I shall ne'er take the trouble 
To jump so at my time o'day, 
Besides, I can dance I assure you, 
' Well enough—- in my country way. 
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A'fv.»--Thtn you muit ftwtice ih^ Cftotfej, 

Pat de Bcttque, and Baianeeg, 

Bttttemenit Brit eg, and Cou^e, 
i2oM.-~ Ha I ha ! ha ! how folks would stare. 

To see me jumping in the air, 

She ii mad theyM all d^dlftre ; 

ftal h4! ba!-^ 

Piro, —Let me waltz you round the room ; 

12ot0.— Sir, I beg you'H not pretuae— 

Piro.— 'Tis the blood's best circulatoiw. 

-ff<w«.^-I*Il scream out and call the waiter — 

Piro, — Then see me dance, you'll ne'er forget 

My Pm md luid Pitbumt^^He dttn^e*.) 
Rose, — Mercy on me, who e'er saw^*^ 

Any one so jump and hop ? 

'Pon my life, you'll lose your breath ; 

I declare he'll nevd)* stop ! 
Piro.— Now, my loyife, a Pot cte ({etur, 

Kow, toy love, & Pat dt nfotix. 
Rose, — Bless my heart, Whfttciti I do ? 

He has set me dancitag too. 
Piro, — Bravo»braTO— 1 well knew 

I should set her dancing too. [^Exeunt dancing. 



«CENE III. 

A splendid Saioon, 

On the L. H. is seen a flight of stairs, iohich lead down to the 
stage ; large arched folding doors in the centre ; Comptois 
and Louise discovered arranging chairs, SfC. 

Louise. At what time will the company arrive, Ck)mptois ? 

Comp. At ten. 

Louise, Then we must not be idle, for the evening is ad- 
vancing. I hope the birth-day of our young Baroness will 
pass off with ^clat, and that her companion, Ma'amzelle Atha- 
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^^e, will be a little cheerfi;! { poQr yaui^ lady, what a mystery 
^ems to hang over her ? 

Comp. Silence<-*H3iieiicQ» lA^ube, she is coming, and our 

yoxmg mistress, top ; we i9U9t see if the servants have arranged 

^he supper rooms ; Qon^p.^-^M^ic-fr-I^ouisE and CoyPTois stand 

°^ok^FuynESC^ is seen descending the stairs^ leading Hen* 

J^lor. You must be cheerful to-day, dear Athalie; indeed 
'^^^'^must. 

'^^er Florence, conducting Henriette, both splendidly dressed ; 
CoMFToia and Louise ^q up stairs. 

Fhr. Do rally, that*s a dear; we shall have sq many fine 
}UQg men here tq-i^ght, thc^t / shall be miserable if tfou are 

elancholy. 

Hen. I'll strive al\ that I can, believe me ; X should be un- 
Tateful not to appear happy on a day like this. 

Flor, After beiqg <^nfined sp losig in the convent, I feel 
^uite light-hearted at my regainpd liberty; though I shall 
never regret my imprisonment, as it introduced me to dear 
Athalie, my best friend and sweetest companion. 

Hen, How swiftly t^e ^me |Lips, dear Florence ! we have 
been in l^aris sii^ weeks to«^y, a^d it is now twp years since 
the Marchioness De Moi(ival placed me i|i the convent. 

Fhr, But you shall not return there, I am resolved. You 
shall hencefprth reside wit]|L me ; my kijad mother has heard 
your story, and requests that it shall be kept sacred ; you are 
now to begin a new life, and poly to be known as the charm- 
ing Athalie, the friend and companion of the giddy young Ba- 
roness Florence. And i^^lvo kj^ows what may happen ? you for- 
get the conquest that yoiji ha,ve already made. Young Captain 
Beauvilliers is distracted al^out you, and makes no secret of 
his passion^ either \ he has even confessed to my mother and 
me, that you a^P^e ai^e, doomed to make him happy. 
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Hen. {Aside.) — /make him happy! 

Flor. Forget the past, dear, and look only to the future. I 

am sure, had I such a prospect of an establishment, I should 

be mad with joy ; if you do accept him, pray let me know — that 

I may also get a husband, and then we'll botli be married on 

the same day — won't that be delightAil ? Ah, you smile at 

last ; I knew that I should bring a little sun-light into your 

eyes. 

Enter Comptois down the stairs. 

Comp. A young countrywoman is in the hall, enquiring for 
Ma^amzelle Athalie. 

Hen, {Aside to the Baroness,) — It is my sister ; desire her 
to come here, [Exit Ck)MPT0i8. 

Flor. Is this the artless affectionate girl, of whom you have 
so often spoken, and that we used to send presents to when in 
the convent, though she never knew from whence they 
came? 

Hen. The same; and she had come hither to enquire for 
Ma'amzelle Athalie, little dreaming that in her she will be- 
hold her long-lost Henriette. 

Flor. Hush I she is coming — do allow me to remain and 
witness the recognition — {looking up the stoirs )—^-dear soul ! 
how astonished and alarmed she seems !-— (Henriette 5t^5 l. h. ; 
the Baroness, r. h.; Rose descends the stairs, and enters 
timidly.) 

Rose. Bless me, how fine and beautiful every thing is ! here 
are two gentlewomen, I declare ; the servant told me to walk 
down here — surely one of them must be the lady. — (approach- 
ing the Baroness, and curtseying) — Ma — Ma — Madam — I'm so 
frightened — Madam ; I have come to thank you for your kind- 
ness yesterday, and my husband has desired me to ask what I 
can have done to have deserved it, for he can't tell. 

Flor. You are mistaken, my dear ; that b the lady you en- 
quired for.— f^Poin^s to Hesriette, and places a chair for Robe.) 
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— Pray sit down; don't be alarmed. — (Henriette draws her 
chair near Ross. Robe sits timifUy in the chair.) 

Hen, You have met with some little misfortunes, I hear ; and 
should not sisters be kind to each other when it is in their 
power ? 

Rose. (Starting .J'—'Sisiex \ sister! are you Henriette? are 
you my dear, my long lost, sister ? — (She laughs frantically , 
and falls into her arms.) 

Hen. (Embracing her.) — Dear, dear Rose ! 
Fhr, Bless me, the tears are coming in my eyes in spite 
of me. But I'll leave you now, and no one shall disturb you, 
for ril be your sentinel. — (Florence goes up the stairs.) 
Hen. You know me note, Rose? 

Rose. I do — I do, dear Henriette ! where have you been all 
this time? We thought that you had died away from us 
broken-hearted ; for T have never seen you since the day of our 
poor father^s death, two years ago. How happy I am to find 
you once again ! Pm so happy that I can*t help crying. Only 
to think that you should turn out to be Ma'amzelle Athaliejo 
so beautiful and so rich, too ! Ha ! ha ! I shall die with joy. 

Hen, Dear Rose, on the dreadful day that you have named, 
you remember that Ferdinand's mother sent for me ; she then 
placed me In a convent far away, and on condition that 1 
changed my name, bequeathed me an independence ; and soon 
after died. 

Rose. And what became of the young Marquis? 

Hen. I know not. Rose: I have never seen him, never heard 
of him, since the day of his marriage. 

Rose, How grand and beautiful you are dressed ! I feel 
quite ashamed of my common clothes as I sit beside you ; but 
you'll not be ashamed of me, will you dear Henriette ? 

Hen, Ashamed of you, dear girl — never. 

Rose, How delighted Pierre will be, when I tell him. Do 
jou know, sbter, I'm married, and have such a beautiful 
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little boy— the very image of you ; You will be so pleased 
when you see him ; you were always fond of children, you 
know. You*ll come and see us won't you? aJid we'll sit side 
by side o* nights as we used to do, wont we ? and tell old 
stories, and be so happy — ^Ha ! ha ! ha ! I don't mind what 
people say of you^let them be as spiteful as they may ; you are 
my sister, and I must always — always*-?love you. 

Florence at the head of stairs. 

Flor, You must not enter, captain ; I am sentinel bere> and 
you cannot pass me. 

Hen, 'Tis Beauvilliers ! Adieu, dear girl ; let me'see you to- 
morrow, for I shall soon quit Paris — and the world— for ever. 

Rose, For ever ! no, no — don't say so. You must go home 
with me, and get up early o' mornings and churn the butter, 
milk the cows, and scamper about in the fi^esh g^reen fields, and 
you'll be better and happier than ever you were.— fiJ/ttstc 
heard behind the scenes ; Rose starts.) 

Rose. Hush ! there's music ; how beautilil ! 

Hen, Farewell, Rose ! You'll come to-morrow ? 

Rose. That 1 will, and bring Pierre and our little boy with 
me ; good bye. Bless me, what a fine dress ! how happy we 
will all be, in spite of every thing ! good bye. When I get 
out of the house I shall have a good cry, and be comfortable, — 
(Rose and Henriette embrace; the Baroness re-enters down 
the stairs ; Rose curtseys to her ; the Baroness returns the 
obeisance, to the astonishment of Rose, who goes out in confusion y 
Conducted 6^.Comptois, who has followed Florence.) 

Flor. Mademoiselle ! are you at home ? 

Hen. What ! playing the part of my servant, dear Florence ? 

Flor, (Curtseying.) — Yes, madmoiselle, anything to win a 
smile from you. 

Hen, Ha ! ha I you're a merry girl : Melancholy itself must 
forget its sighs in your society. 
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Pkr, Captain Beauyilliers waits without; shall I admit 
him? 
Hen, Certainly. 
^UfT. (ChUinp up the stotr*.)— Captain, you may enter. 

Enter Beauvilliers ; he approaches Henriette. 

-^eau. Dear Athalie, a moment— -but a moment alone with 
yoix^ before you join the company. 

-^^hr. Alone ! then I may presume that I an not wanted : 

^^''^^ well — I perfectly understand my duty, and beg leave to 

'^^^i^Te. Captain, I can only allow you five minutes; if you 

^^-^^eed that time, you shall be shot for breach of discipline. — 

^ -•^ORENCE ffoes up the stairs,) 

-^eau. Athalie, forgive my intrusion at this moment ; but 
^^^3umstances demand that I should to-night know my fate. I 
^^ ^- "a. my regiment to-morrow, and may not meet you again, 
-"halie, for months — perhaps I may never see you more; for 
11, 1 hear, will be returning to the convent. Hear me, dear 
:halie ! you mfftt have seen my anxiety in your presence; 
•u must have seen how I have hung upon every word from 
^^ur lips ; how I have watched you ; have sought for a glance 
kindness and encouragement from you;— have you, dear 
'^.thalie — have you observed these actions ? 
Hen, I have. 

Beau, Then have you beheld the dumb tokens of a love, as 
^eply rooted, as ever entered the heart of man ! Dear Athalie, 
the happiness or the misery of my future days depends on a 
word from you; my family is noble, I am under no controul, 
and I here lay my fortune and my future rank at your feet. 
Hold forth your hand, dear Athalie, in sign of my acceptance, 
and I will not leave Paris but as the happiest of men ; refuse 
me that signal, dearest, and I care not what may become of me. 
^^f holding forth his hand. J — Behold my open hand ! let it but 
clasp thine, and this shall indeed be a night of joy. Why do 

D 
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yoCi withlK^ld it ? why )iaQg» it motionleM by your side ? Am 
I rejected— scorned ? 

Hen, Not scorned — I have no scorn for the meanest of earth's 
creatures, much less for a firaak and noble heart that loves me ; 
listen to roe> Beauvilliers. 

Beau, Every word that you utter records my fate. 

HemtHJt shall ever gratefully remember this moment, and 
must always think of you with tears, but you must forget me; I 
am without hope myself, and have none to bestow on any one 
around me. 

Beau, Athalief 

Hen. My story Ss wretched beyond belief;, but that you may 
not think I have recklessly trifled with the feelings of one who 
has so honoured an unknown girl, you shall ere long know it. 
Beauvilliers, I shall ever respect yon, but from this instant 
breathe not a word of love again. — (Loud music, behind the 
scenssj— Hark ! the company have arrived — the ball has com- 
menced. Forget tne, sir, forget me ! there are many fairer faces 
to be seen, even beneath this roof, and hearts more deserving 
your regard than mine. I shall strive to seem happy — imitate 
ray example. Come, come, stand not so fixed and statue-like, 
here is my hand.— f^SAe holds forth her hand.) 

Beau. Ha ! — (Seizing it. J 

Hen For the dance; come, be happy for this night, at least. 

(Music. — Beauvilliers accepts her hand with every mark of de- 
jection ; the folding doors on all sides fly open^ and discover a 

suite of magnificent baU-rooms, filled wUh company, promenading 

an orchestra in the distance. — Florence runs on from the back.) 

Flor. Athalie, you must come with me. I am sorry to sepa- 
rate a couple so devoted, but I must 'for once be cruel ; come, 
Athalie, I have a word to say to you ; come, dear.— (Florence 
takes Henriette*8 hand and hurries her up the stairs; Beauvil- 
liers sinks on a chair r, h.) 

Beau, Could I die this instant, I'm sure it would be a hap- 
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piness, for all my best hopes are destroyed for ever.— -(De Mon- 
r Ah enters from the back, r. h. ; some of the company disappean) 

De M. Ha! captain, have I at length found you? What is 
the matter, boy? you look the beau ideal of a rejected lover; 
what has happened since we parted? 

Beau. Leave me, I implore you; I am in no mood for 
jesting. **' 

De M, Poor youth ; but where is your mistress, the divine 
Athalie, that you have so raved about ; where is she f I am 
waiting to be introduced. She must dance with me, and by hea- 
ven if she approaches to a tithe of your description, I shall 
be a great monopolist for the night ; I must arouse your 
jealousy, captain, if only to waken you from your torpidity. 

Beau. (Starting up.)— De Monval, cease thus to annoy me ; 
I have strange feelings in my heart at this moment, and if you 
continue to goad me thus, I shall turn upon you like a fiend ; 
leave me, I implore you. — (Beauyilliers goes out at back.) 

De M. (Calling after Aim.) — But, my dear boy, you should 
make a confidant of me ; where has the sensitive youth va- 
nished. Captain, where are you ? — A word with you. 

Music— ^6 follows off at the back ; the company again appear 
in the rooms ; and Florence re-enters, followed by some ladies 
and gentlemen. 

Flor. Now ladies, listen; you must select your partners pre- 
sently ; you know the figure of the quadrille. The ladies to 

lead off, then the gentlemen to follow ; then the grand pas 

Athalie and I will commence the dance, and you may look for a 
specimen of grace that your ball rooms have long been a 
stranger to ; come, Athalie. — (Henetette comes down the stairs.) 
— Now, dear ! bless me, how well you look ! so do I. I knew 
we should be happy to-night; now, whereas your partner? — 
(BEkvyiLUERa appears.J — Ah, Captain ! here you are; come, 
sir, don't dawdle about in that way. — (dragging him forward) 
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-—/'// inspire you with a little animation ; now, ladies — part- 
ners and places, 

(Piano Music. — The couples select their partners ; Ds Monval 
is seen at the extremity of the stage conducting a lady to her 
place ; when the couples are arranged and the whole stage 
completely dressed^ the quadrUles commence ;* Henriette 
dances several bars alone; is then followed by Florence. The 
ladies in all the rooms then join in ; Henriette, Florence, 
and her set^ remain in fronts whilst the dancers at the extreme 
end of the stage advance ; among them is De Monval ; he ap- 
proaches Henriette, who is dancing with her back to him ; she 
suddenly turns to take his hand, when they recognize each 
other ; she shrieks^ staggers^ and is caught by Bbaxjvilliers ; 
the music ceases, all the company rush forward and groupe 
in astonishment.) 

Beau. Athalie, who is this? 

De M. (aside.) — Athalie ! 'tis Henriette ! 

Flor. Dear Athalie, are you ill ? Do not crowd around us, I 
entreat you ; let us have air ; throw open the windows. 

Hen. (Looking up) — No, no — I am a little better ; 'twas a 
sudden faintness — a — finish the dance, let me not disturb it 
— finish the dance. 

Music. — Henriette rallies without looking at De Monval ; the 
dance re-commences y and is shortly finished ; the gentlemen re- 
tire up the stage with their partners and disappear ; De Mon- 
val returns alone. 

Hen. Florence, your arm ; come with me for an instant ; 
I was faint — ^but I shall be restored presently. 

Beau. Can I assist you? — (Music. — Henriette hurries up 



* The Henriette Quadrilles, composed by Mr. Rod well, are published 
by Goulding and D'Almaine, Soho Square. 
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the stairs with Florence ; Beauvilliers regarding her with 
astonishment.) 

Beau, She shrieked at the sight of De Monval ! What 
mystery is this ? Marquis, tell me in a word ; is that lady' 
known to you? 

De Mon. Slightly 

6eau, What caused feer agitation at the sight o^ you? 

De Mofi, That is best known to the lady herself, t cannbt 
pf^i^nie id 6'i:plaiii iier emotions — (Captain, adieu ! 

Beau. Stay ; you must explain the event of thid nigtit. 

Db Mdii. feptain what, niy friend? Hal — ha!— I'm 
suitsfem'^d 6'f you; when you have known the world a Utile 
totfgffel*, foii will learn there are some things that al man of 
honour holds ihviotable. Adieu! I shall but exchange a 
W6fd with fliy fair partner, arid then for lAy hotel.-^— (^stcfe.) 
t fAust away, {fUs is ho pta<^e ^or me. — (Goes off at back. J 

Ss&ii. What does he mean ? Can he be the wronger of Ji^r 
that I have set my whole soul upon ? Is he the f^ell destroyer 
of my happiness ? 

Henriette re-enters. 

Hen. Beauvilliers, I instantly leave tMsf ^laCe ; the kind 
friends that I have found hgi'e, (f6^ire it. Adieii, for evei ! 
I keep my promise to you ; in this packet yoYr Will read the 
cause that has forbidden me 1:6 have a ho'pe biiyond the 
graye-i-f- adieu' \"''^G6ing.) 

Beau. Na?y, nay — diftar AthalVe. 

Florence re'CMers. 

Flor, The carriage is ready, but my mother would see 
you ere you go ; she is this way — come. — (Florence takes off 
Hbnribtte, r. h. ; Beauvilliers regards the packet fixedly,) 

Beau. I cannot bear this torturing suspence ; I will know the 
yttor^.-^fi^Ars ff 6p^\ dUd reads' tbUA ^drtonJ-^Villairi ! — 
(^IfasHeH^oJlfat the ShcM.J 
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Florence re-enters r. h. 

Flor. Captain, a word with you — he's gone ; come, Athalie, 
you may now depart in quiet, the company are in the lower 
rooms. 

Henriette re^appears, r. h. 

Hen. My kindest, dearest friend, farewell ! I am sorry this 

« 

night should have ended thus. — fA noise heard without^ and 
murmurs J — What is that? I hear a strange confusion, some 
one is in anger — listen ! 

Flor. (Listemng) — Hush ! do not stir ; there is some strange 
disturbance in the house. — I will see into it. (Florengp goes 
up the stage and disappears. Murmurs are again heard, louder, 
and voices exclaiming, " No, no, gentlemen, desist.'*) 

Hen, Again ; why should I tremble ? what strange presenti- 
ment is it that shakes me thus ? Oh, would I had never quitted 
my peaceful asylum, that would at least have afforded me quiet ! 
— she returns. 

Florence reenters, 

Flor. Athalie ! you must not stir. 

Hen, For what cause ? 

Flor. A quarrel has taken place. 

Hen, Who have quarrelled? 

Flor. Nay, nay, be composed. 

Hen, But who have quarrelled? who, and for what cause? 

• Flor. Beauvilliers and De Monval ; but be composed, they are 
departing; 1*11 go again, perhaps 'tis over now. — (Florence 
again runs up the stage and disappears.) 

Hen. I shall die, I cannot support this anxiety — help! assist 
me ! take me from this place. Florence, dear Florence, come to 
rai^. Hark ! what is that ? 

Music. — Listens for a moment, in great suspence ; two pistols 
heard in the distance ; Henriette screams and staggers to a 
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^hair, L. H. ; Beauvilliebs rushes down the stage, pale, and 

^Uh a discharged pistol in his hand. Ifc 

Beau. Athalie — I — I have avenged you 

Hen. (Starting up.) — What mean you ? what have you done ? 

Beau. The destroyer of your peace, and my happiness, is 
dying. 

Hen. Oh, miserable that I am ! to bring destruction on all 
around me. 

Beau. I would not have checked the impulse that urged me 
to avenge you, for worlds. Behold ! he comes to breathe his 
last at your feet. 

Music — Db Monval appears from the backy supported by some 

of the party. 

De M. Henriette ! 

Hen. Ferdinand! 

De M. Your hand, dear girl ; bend down toj me, I would 
speak to you. — (Henriette slowly kneels^ takes his handstand 

regards him earnestly.) — I have wronged you, deeply wronged 
you ; but in my death, justice is appeased, and your father^s 
fate avenged. Beauvilliers ! I — I — forgive you. 

Music. — De Monval falls dead ; Henriette gazes upon him 
in mute despair ; Beauvilliers falls in a chair, r. h., hiding 
his face in his hands ; Florence, who has entered with the . 
resty kneels to the assistance of Henriette. 



the curtain slowly descends. 
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